


How to save a life

by Winter Frosts



Category: Harry Potter
Genre: Family, Friendship
Language: English
Characters: Bellatrix L., Draco M., N. Tonks, OC
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2016-04-17 16:13:57
Updated: 2016-04-17 16:13:57
Packaged: 2016-04-27 15:18:47
Rating: T
Chapters: 1
Words: 3,176
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: Lestrange had a daughter, who is found in a muggle school only months before attending Hogwarts. But with a battle of custody going on between the Tonks and the Malfoys, which side will Clara end up on. A random plot bunny that won't leave me alone!





	How to save a life

**Hey everyone! So this is a plot bunny that has been going on in my head for ages. It's not particularly good but it won't go away. Written on my iPad so apologies for horrible grammar. I will probably update this again, but it comes secondary to my YouTube** **channel****so won't be updated that regularly. **

**Disclaimer: I'm only gonna say this once so listen up! I do not own HP, so any stuff you see from that I don't own, but I do own the plot and my OC.**

**On with the story!**

(_This ain't a scene it's a god-damn line break!_)

Maths was boring. To most people at least, so that was why I was the first to see it. Everybody else was doodling, or flat out asleep on the desk whilst our ancient teacher was drawing something on the black board. It was an owl. It was carrying something, but I couldn't tell what. I was curious, extremely curious, but I let it be. It was probably a dead rat, and although owls were seldom seen at St. Almonds preparatory boarding school for ladies, it was assumed that a family of them lived somewhere on the school grounds, for they were quite extensive.

St. Almonds was very, very posh school. If was filled with the the daughters of diplomats or CEO's of big company. I was the one exception to that rule. I lived in a home, and still did every summer. But when I was 7, I was told that I would be going to St. Almonds. I never met the benefactor who was so generous, but I knew his name was Mr. Malfoy. I didn't fit in at first, but I started with the rest of the year, and nobody fit in at first. It certainly helped that I got to know everybody before they found out that I was poor. The 20 of us in our year certainly grew close, given that we all lived on the same floor and had the majority of our lives spent together. Even if we didn't like each other, we pretended that we did. It was a rule of etiquette, something my teachers and friends were able to help me with a lot.

That is why I didn't go and see the owl, it was not ladylike to run around. Well, I didn't focus on the owl till it knocked against the window. Then class who weren't asleep looked at the disturbance, when the owl knocked on the window again, and even Silena, who was notorious for being late for class because we couldn't wake her, was staring gobsmacked, at the owl who was purposefully knocking its beak against the window. Anatasia was the one to walk over and open the window. But as soon as the window was open, the owl came soaring over the classroom and landed on my desk.

The thing it was holding was a letter. I undid the letter and looked at it, it was addressed to me.

Miss C Lestrange,

St. Almonds academy,

Third floor, fifth room from the end.

I hated my friends sometimes! A suspicion that had been forming since I first saw the owl had been confirmed.

"Clever prank guys, but you didn't need to send my birthday card via owl, you could have just given it to me."

But all my friends looked just as confused as I was. "We did nothing Clara, you know we were going to do presents after dinner, your 11th birthday isn't different to everybody else's." I frowned, not being sure if they were telling the truth, or if drama was finally paying off. I felt the letter, and noted that it didn't feel like paper. I was interrupted by Mrs. Jewels (the receptionist) bursting into the class room.

"Miss. Lestrange, whatever did you do?" She yelled, her normally neat bun bouncing around her face. I was stunned, and I hid the letter, wondering if that was the cause of distress. Before I could answer however, she continued.

"There are policemen in the foyer with a warrant for arrest with your name on it." I was in shock, I hadn't even left the school grounds in months, what could I have done? I stammered, and my friends looked at me in disbelief. But again, before I could respond, Jewels regained her composure and looked at me with cold eyes.

"They said it was charges related to terrorism, now, I believe your innocent, but they have to take you in for questioning. When they find their allegations are unfounded, you'll be back in time for tea. But you need to come with me, bring your bag."

So I followed her all the way to the main foyer, the weird letter placed safely inside my satchel, where several very oddly dressed policemen were, they all stared at me with hate, though I had no idea why. One of them, the only one not in clothes from the Middle ages stood up and spoke.

"Lestrange, you are under the arrest for the involvement in terrorist movement know as the death eaters, may you present your left wrist to us. I internally panicked, there was only one irregularity in my left wrist, and I had no idea how they knew about it. But, as I was terrified of them, I followed the officers instruction.

The faded skull and snake tattoo looked as horrible as ever. The men, and woman, all gasped. One, who looked like he got on the wrong end of a hack saw, didn't gasp, but continued glaring, quickly placed some leather handcuffs on me. But before I was dragged away, the woman, who had crazy green hair, stood in front of the other men.

"You've got to at least ask her if she knows what it means."

"She knows what it means alright, everybody who has it knows what it means, step aside, junior auror." I didn't know what an auror was, but the junior was definitely and insult. He was insulting somebody who was trying to help me, and for some reason that set me off. I kicked out at the two who were holding me, and they were shocked, they obviously weren't expecting me to be strong, but ballet left no room for weakness. They stumbled backwards, and something fell out of his pocket, a stick, and fell on the floor. I had no idea what it was, but as policemen seldom carried things of non-importance, I scrambled for it and held it awkwardly in my tied hands.

When I looked up, every other person had their stick drawn, and had it pointed at me, and they kept glancing at Mrs. Jewels, as if she was an obstruction.

"Just put that down Lestrange, and nobody will get hurt." I backed up against the wall, looking for a way out, obviously they saw that.

"There is no way you get out of this on top, there is no escape now. You don't even know how to use that thing." He was right, but I wasn't going to give that satisfaction.

"Yes I do, and if you don't stand back, I'll...I'll... I'll blow us all up." I knew it was a lie, but the others didn't, although to their credit, then didn't back up. They were obviously willing to sacrifice their lives for their jobs. Idiots.

"You really think we'd back down if you threaten our lives."

"No, if I threaten theirs." I said, pointing to miss Jewel. The police froze, obviously not anticipating that. I continued: "Now I don't know why you want me to be arrested, and I certainly don't know what I've done. However you knew about that thing on my arm, I don't know, and I don't really care. But I've had it my entire life and it was a tattoo my parents gave me, but I never knew them and what kind of parents tattoo their child?"

All the scared energy I had been containing left me, and I couldn't help it, but everything around me was blown back a few feet. The blast use to happen whenever I was emotional, so I learnt to contain my emotions. I hadn't had an incident in three years. The scarred man had been blown back against the wall, an was knocked unconscious, a small part of me kept thinking that they deserved it.

Then I broke down and started sobbing uncontrollably on the floor. I didn't notice the green haired woman until she put her arms around me.

"Wotcher kid, do you even know what you are, what you just did?" She asked, and I was so far gone, I didn't even lie.

"I am cursed so that whenever I lose control, those nearest to me will get hurt."

"You're not cursed" she soothed me, and undid my hand cuffs. The others glared at her.

"I'm some of the only decent family she's got, she's not a criminal, even Dawlish could see that." One of the men shuffled uncomfortably, presumably Dawlish. "I'm taking her home." I couldn't believe her, I was related to her, by blood. Family, I grabbed her tightly, and I knew she would protect me.

"You can deal with the muggle, though you might want you might want to call in the specialists. Be careful waking up Al." I didn't understand what was being said, but I didn't care. There was a horrible squeezing sensation, and then I wasn't at school any more, I was in a kitchen, a country one, looking by the wooden beams.

But analysis of the kitchen would have to wait, as I vomited all over the woman who had helped me. I waited for her to withdraw, and judge me. But she just sighed.

"I threw up my first time disapparating as well. I'm sorry about all of this. You should probably get cleaned up, the bathrooms down the corridor, third door down, feel free to use towels and soap, I'm sure we have some old clothes somewhere." I followed her advice, my movements mechanical, my mind in shock. I ran a shower, and washed the sick and dust out of my hair. I still had my bag, and I had my leotard, tutu and tights in it, as maths was followed by dance. It wasn't ideal, but it was still clean clothes. I also had my hair brush, as neatness was expected at all times. As I brushed out my black curls, I realised that the shampoo had worked wonders, my hair was normally stupidly curly and oily, a rare combination. But now they fell looser than normal, and they didn't have a sheen, but just shone naturally. I didn't bother putting it up.

I wondered back to the kitchen, where the woman was talking to somebody, who looked a older version of myself. I must be related to her, but I didn't think she was my mother. They looked up at the sound of door shutting behind me, send they both wore smiles.

"Why don't you sit down, sound soup is warming up. My names Andromeda, but as your family, you get to call me Andy. You've already met Nymphadora."

"For the last time mother its Tonks!" Tonks yelled, her face turning red. I knew I looked stupid, but I hopped onto a stool. I had family, and many, many unanswered questions.

"Family?" I managed to croak, my voice still troubling to articulate how crazy my morning had been.

"I'm your aunt, and Dora is your cousin."

"Why didn't I know about you before, why did I have to live in a home until I was 7?"

"Our family has some... issues, I've been estranged from them since I married Ted."

"Why, did they not bless the marriage or something?"

My... my family glanced at each other.

"Clara, your name is Clara right," at this point, I didn't even think them knowing my name to be odd, everything else to day was even weirder. "How much do you know about us, we mean about the thing you did when you produced that blast."

"Nothing, everybody I've seen about it reckoned it was a curse, of a gift. No one could explain it." They both sighed.

"This is going to be hard to believe, but magic is real. You come from a long line of people who have had it for generations. Magic isn't something produced by the devil or God. You're born with it, and you can either do good or bad with it. Up until roughly 9 years ago, there was a man who did done of the worst things you could do. And your mother, both your parents in fact, were some of his most loyal followers." Andy paused, and let the news washed over me. Luckily I was emotionally drained already, so I didn't blow up the kitchen. Andy placed a bowl of leek and potato soup in front of me and let Tonks fill in the rest of the story.

"The war ended 9 years ago when Harry Potter stopped you-know-who. After... certain events led by your mother, she and her husband were captured, and placed in prison. No one knew she had a child, though you must have been around two when she was imprisoned. But there is a magical school name Hogwarts." I almost snickered, but I knew I couldn't judge as my school was named after a nut. "Every magical child in Great Britain gets invited at the age of 11, although a few choose not to attend as homeschooling is cheaper. That's not the point though. There is a very clever but enchanted quill that knows the name and address of every magical child, which is how we find muggleborns . But Dumbledore, who is headmaster of the school, informed the ministry at once when he saw your name. The ministry assumed you knew who you were and were hiding in a muggle school, that you were just like your parents. We installed a tracking spell on your letter, as Moody, the one you knocked out, didn't trust a quill. The moment you touched the letter we apparated to your location. Though it didn't quite go to plan. You were innocent for one thing, and your blast, well that's called accidental magic, you used it in front of muggle so they'll have to obliviate them."

"What does that mean?"

"That's where you make them forget."

"How do you make them forget?"

"It's a spell."

"How do spells work?"

"Bloody hell, do you always ask this many questions, your worse than a ravenclaw!" Tonks exclaimed, obviously bombarded by too many questions.

"What's a ravenclaw?" I asked, a smirk breaching my face. I couldn't help myself. Andromeda laughed, a slightly cackling laugh, one that had always got me strange looks, it was obviously genetic.

"There's her Slytherin streak coming through." Suddenly Tonks was laughing too. Even though I didn't understand what was so funny, I was soon laughing too, discovering that we all had matching laughs set us off again. Despite my abysmal morning, the afternoon was hysterical. We would calm down, and as soon as Tonks or aunty Andy (something I had striven to call her after discovering she hated it) said something, I would ask a question and we would burst out cackling again.

It was nice, to relax, let everything go for once. Everything was so strict and superficial at school. You smiled even if you didn't mean it, and you certainly didn't cackle like I did, unless you wanted to be sectioned. The fact that I was learning about a whole new world, what quidditch was, what currency was, why they used owls, what the different houses meant, just made everything better.

None of us noticed the time go by until Ted came home. He found us talking amicably in the living room, playing a game of exploding snap. He greeted Andy and Tonks, but was shocked when he saw me.

"Love, why is there a child in our sitting room, unless you've been hiding something from me for the last decade." We all looked at each other, not knowing where to start. Tonks, being the most outgoing, decided to start.

"It turns out Lestrange had a daughter. Nobody knew about it until her Hogwarts letter began writing itself. Moody, Shacklebolt, Kenneth, Smith, Dawlish and I were sent to arrest her." It seemed she wanted me to continue you, and as Ted seemed to be nice, I did.

"I didn't even know that magic existed though, I thought my accidental magic was a curse. So when several aurors tried to arrest me I panicked. I managed to steal a wand and I explained that I didn't know what the thing on my arm was. I kind of had a meltdown and then Tonks apparated, or is it disapparated, me here." Ted looked shocked, and then managed to talk.

"But you could only have been two before the war ended, surely they wouldn't have done it to a baby!"

"I wouldn't put anything past my sister." Andy growled.

"But, why did you end up in a muggle school? Lestrange didn't think muggle were capable of thought, much less a valuable place to keep a child?" We all pondered that for a minute, how did I end up there.

"At the home I lived in, Miss Honey said that they found me abandoned in a park."

"But that doesn't explain how you ended up in that school, it was private and looked really expensive. A home wouldn't have paid for that?"

"A benefactor paid for me." I suddenly had a dreadful thought, who was my benefactor? I had never met them, and a name meant nothing. Everyone seemed to be thinking the same thing.

"Did you know the benefactor, name, appearance, anything."

"I never met them, but he was called Mr. Malfoy, if that means anything to you." Apparently it did, as they all sucked in a breath and looked at each other knowingly.

"Look at the time! Dora, you must head back to your apartment, you have work tomorrow, and a lot of explaining to do. Clara, you can use Dora's old room, we'll go shopping tomorrow so you don't look like a lost ballerina." I hated being pushed aside, but her voice was that of a teachers, and I knew there would be no arguments. I bid my farewells to everyone and then trudged upstairs to Tonks room, it was a mess, and I resisted the urge to tidy everything away, and fell asleep quickly, still in my leotard, wondering what had happened to everybody at school. Especially Mrs Jewels and Anastasia as they had seen or touched something magical. Why had all the things I had been dreaming about since I was little come true, but not in the way I expected?

**So that was awful. Please leave a review, constructive criticism is much appreciated as otherwise I'll fail my English exam. But for now, Alonzy!**


End file.
